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But ryfing at thy name doth point out thee. 

As his triumphant prize, proud ofthis pride. 

He is contented thy poore drudge to be 
Te> (land in thy affaires,fall by thy fide. 

No want of confidence hold it that I call, 

C*?r loue,for whofe deare loue I rife and fall. 

'V 

I N louing thee thou know’ll I am forfworne. 

But thou art twice forfworne to me loue fwearing. 
In a& thy bed-vow broake and new faith tome, 

In vowing new hate after new loue bearing: 

But why of two othes breach doe I accufe thee. 
When 1 breake twenty:I am periur’d moll. 

For all my vowes are othes but to mifufc thee: 

And all my honed faith in thee is loft. 

For I haue fworne deepeo hesofthy deepc kindnefle: 
Othes of thy loue, thy truth, thy conftancic, 

And to inlighten thee gaue eyes to blindnelfe, 

Or made them fwere againft the thing they fee. 

Fori haue fworne thee faire:moreperiurde eye. 
To fwere againft the truth fo foule a lie, 

1 5? 

C Fpid laid by his brand and fell a fleepe, 

A maide of Dyans this aduantage found. 

And his loue-kindling fire did quick'y fteepe 
In a could vallie-fountaine of that ground: 

Which borrowd from this holie fire ofloiie, 

A datelefie liuely heat ftill to indure. 

And grew a teething bath which yet men proue* 
Againft ftrarg mailadies a foueraigne cure: 

But at my miftres eie Ioues brand new fired , 

The boy for trial! needes would touch my breft, 

1 fick withall thehelpe of bath defired. 

And thether hied a fad dirtemperd gueft. 

But found no cure,the bath for my helpe lies. 
Where got new fire;my miftres eye. 
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T Helittle Loue-God lying once afleepe. 

Laid by his fide his heart inflaming brand, 
Whilft many Nymphcs that vou'd chart life to keep, 
Came tripping by,but in her maiden hand. 

The fay reft votary tooke vp that fire. 

Which many Legions of true hearts had warm <*» 
And fo the Generali of hot defire. 

Was fleeping by a Virgin hand difarm’d. 

This brand fhe quenched in a coole Well by. 

Which from loues fire tooke heat perpetuall. 
Growing a bath and healchfull remedy. 

For men difeafd,but I my Miftriflc thrall. 

Came there for cure and this by that I proue, 
Loues fire heates water ,watcr cooks not loue. 
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